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FriepA SELLIGMAN, 
“Fried” 
“On with the dance, let joy be unconfined.” 
Bryn Mawr. 


Flarrietre IsapeLLe CrawForb, 
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“So wise, so young, they say, never live long.” 
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Auma JeaneTTe Fenn, 
“Nin.” 
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Esa GAERTNER, 
“And her smile were all that I dreamed.” 
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Basketball team; Vassar. 


Lypia Ann Ricu, 
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Harriet Nichols 
Harrlette Crawford 
Elsa GaertNer 
MarjoriE Farwell 
Dorothy KloTz 
Virginia MillEr 
ElizabEth Klotz 
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Frieda SelliGman 
Lydia RIch 
MaRy von Hofston 
Olivia FenTress 
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Alma FenN 
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Class Prophecp 


It is the great Revolution of 1938 and the capitol at Wash- 
ington seeths and boils with the mighty stir of events. Congress 
is filled with the mob, jostling into one corner the unfortunates 
who are to be tried before the tribunal of terror. The dictator of 
the community, a woman, holds the high seat of power. At the 
sound of her gavel the first prisoner is brought forward. “Your 
name,” thunders the woman above the uproar. 

“Have mercy! I haven’t done anything. I am Frieda Sellig- 
man.” 

“Please your honor,” speaks up a red guard,” she is accused 
of entertaining the pampered classes. She is a girl from the 
the musical comedies, a favorite among the detested ones.” 

“Take her away,” says the judge, “death in the first degree. 
Next!” 

A very tall woman steps forward. Her shell-rimmed glasses 
accentuate the gaze of a student. 

“My name is Miss Miller. I am the professor of English at 
Bryn Mawr College and am guilty of nothing more than having 
followed in the footsteps of my revered leader, Miss Black- 
bird.” 

“You will wait till you are spoken to,” the judge reminds her 
severely. “You are guilty of having educated the bourgeosie to 
crush the commons. But for your leader’s sake I will let you off. 
Be gone! Next.” 

A pale, slender lady is thrust forward. As she comes nearer, 
placing her hand on her heart, she cries, “I am looking for happi- 
ness. My life is devoted to find it, and of nothing else am I 
guilty. Oh, worlds untraversed by the mind of man, realm} of 
spirit, if I be now innocently murdered who shall there be to ex- 
plore your mysteries after happiness!” 

“Peace, Miss Crawford! You will be more free to travel those 
worlds of spirit if you are not free to travel the world of matter. 
To life imprisonment. Next!” 

“Your honor,” the red-guard again speaks. “This next pris- 
oner is accused by Miss Fenn, who will please step forward.” 

From the mob steps a woman whose eyes flash with the fire 
of battle and enthusiasm. The dictator looks aghast; Alma a so- 
cialist! Oh, what changes life has in store for many of us! 

“From the prisoner’s side steps the guilty, an elegant wo- 
man dressed in the height of style. The accuser addresses the dic- 
tator. 


Harrier NicHois 
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“Your honor, this woman, Lydia Rich, I accuse of having 
used up the community’s money unlawfully. She is the fauous 
gambler whose “bones” have been the ruination of many.” 

“What, a gambler!” gasps the judge. “Imprisonment.” 
Then leaning over she whispers to the prisoner, “Have you got 
them with you? See you later. Next!” 

Oh touching scene! Oh beauty undefiled! A woman comes 
slowly forward. She is leaning upon the arm of a stalwart youth 
and her hand is in that of a young and beautiful daughter. Three 
younger children pull at her skirts, and the smallest of all is tied 
in a blanket and fastened at her belt. Not an eye in the house 
is dry. 

“The dictator clears her throat. “Olivia, though the daughter 
of a capitalist, you may go free. Bring up your children as good 
anarchists and loyal nihilists. You have the thanks of the com- 
munity. Let us hear the next case.” 

. Two women are dragged out. The one is recognized by the 
beautiful ladies present as Miss Gaertner, owner of the Beauty 
Parlor, but member of the Bourgeosie. She is allowed to go free 
as contributing to the welfare and beauty of humanity, Whe 
other, once called Jeanette Shepard, is brought up on the charge 
of having married five times when there were not enough men to 
go around. “Death by torture,” commands the judge, who never 
married. 

“Please your honor,” says the red guard, “the next lady, 
known by her unmarried name as Elizabeth Klotz, I myself ac- 
cuse of having hoarded silver and of striking me when I tried 
to arrest her.” 

The dictator looks severe, “You have hoarded silver cups, 
cleaning the whole country of them while your fellow communists 
were dying of thirst. Take her off to prison and we shall hear 
her sister’s case.” 

“Which is,” cries the red guard “that she has made the ladies 
of the proletariat jealous and unhappy by the litheness of her 
figure and the grace of her dancing. She is a society woman, pa- 
tron and even producer of the fine arts, such as acting, and 
Scotch and African golf.” 

“Well, to jail for the present. Next!” 

A sweet sad face with curling brown hair around it meets with 
approval from the mob. Her musical voice begins, 

“I am accused of not having helped on the revolution, or 
having pined for a lost sweetheart instead of taking another.” 

At this moment a man rushes from the crowd with wut- 
stretched arms. 

“Lois, my long lost!” 
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“Thomas,” she sobs and they go out together unhindered by the 
multitude. 

“Next,” calls the dictator still looking ardently after the new 
found couple. 

A murmur of hatred fills the room. Hisses and cat-calls can 
be heard as far out as the street. Amid it all steps a woman with 
yellow hair, and eyes that ignore her mockers., 

“You are accused, Miss Farwell,” says the judge in cold tones, 
“of having written the great American Novel. While your com- 
patriots worked you wrote a book that will live forever. You are 
to be punished for having done what your fellow-communists 
could not do. To death! 

The court is adjourned and Miss von Hofsten court secretary, 
and president of the Latin Grammarians Union ushers the crowd 
to the door. The prisoners are hustled to their various dooms and 
the quiet of evening falls upon the mighty hall. 

Harriet Nicuots 719. 


Class Will 


We, the class of Nineteen-Nineteen, being of sound mina and 
memory, and conscious of the uncertainties of human existence, do 
hereby publish and declare the following to be our last will and 
testament. 

We bequeath to the Freshmen, everything they lack. The 
Sophomores, our sense. The Juniors, “baseball” in the Senior 
room. The boys, our athletic ability. 


PERSONAL BEQUESTS 


Frieda—Her weight to Florence Hinners. 
Alma—Her sense to Elizabeth Jackson. 
Lydia—Her poise to Marion Cortis. 

Lois—Her eyelashes to Mabel Golding. 

Mary—Her studiousness to Kathryn Prest. 
Virginia—Lois to Tommy. 

Jeannette—Her artistic ability to future art editors. 
Olivia—Her sentimentality to Vera. 

Elizabeth—Her musical ability to future recess periods. 
Dorothy—Her athletic ability to Marjorie Emmerick. 
Elsa—Her height to Margaret Hosmer. 
Harriette—Kemper to Virginia Jackson. 
Marjorie—Humor to Carolyn Case. 

Harriet N.—Her dramatic ability to future plays. 
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Alma, 
Academic, amiable, aesthetic! 
Affusing, 


Affection at all animals. 

Aimlessly alated and alarmed at. 
Alliteration and anapests. 

Ah Alma, 

Antipathy appears, 

And antagonizes another angel also. 
Annihilate, 

All antique appetites, 

And acquire average avoirdupois. 


T 
an 


Dorothy. 

Dangling debutante, 
Decline defaults, dame ee 
Do deeds, 

Deep, 

Dark. 

Downcast. 

Die dicing. 

Dorothy divine! 


Ill 
Harriete. 
Ho, heralding Hic! 
Hungering her, 
Hobbling helplessly homeward. 
Husbanding hurts hurled headlong. 
Harming her howitzer humor. 
Hic. 
Hypnotic, 
Human! 


IV 
Elizabeth, 
Enviable English envoy! 
Enticing, 
Enlightening. 


Ever elsewhere envelope entire enthusiasms, 


Exult, extemporaneous explorer. 
Exhilarating, Elizabeth! 
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Vv 
Lois, 
Loathing Latin, 
Loving loafing, loving lovers, 
Lenient Lois, 
Lengthy Lois, 
Lois, lo! 


VI 
Mary, 
Majestic maiden. 
Maneuvering many mental melodies. 
Mysterious midnight moans. 
Mark. 
Mary’s manner. 
Much misused mind, 
Mingle midst moans, 


Merry music. 
My Mary! 





VI 
Harriet 
Hale heroine, half Houri, 
Heedlessly hording humble hearts. 
Happy huntress. 
Histrionic, 
Harriett. 


VIII 
Elsa, 
Eternally evanescent, 
Establishing ever ethereal essence. 
Ephemeral equanimity. 
Erased ere long erect. 
Eschew erudition. 
Elsa! 


IX 
Virginia. 
Vacillating ventrilloquist, 
Veto virtuous vademecum. 
Vainly vacate violent volumes, 
Vulnerable 
Virginia. 
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xX 
Marjorie, 
Mutinous, mythical, mysterious, 
Moodily, muttering 
Mystical meter. 
Methinks. 
My method mollifies. 
Molesting monarchs. 
Modest (?) Marjorie. 





XI 
Frieda. 
Frail, flimsy, fairy, 
Famous, fat fan, 
Ferocious food foe. 
Forget fictitious flesh. 
Fair. 
Fudge fiend! 
XII 
Lydia, 
Laconic lady. 
Languishing lily, 
Loving lively larks, 
List, lest leven lose, 
Lovely Lyd! 
XUI 
Jeanette. 


Jovial, Jazzer, Joggling, Ja-Das. 
Jocundly juggling juvenile junk. 


Jabbering jokes, 
Jollying Juniors. 
Jubilant Jeanette! 


XIV 
Olivia, 
Optimistic, opportune, operator 
Of osculations, 
Overburdened officer, 
Organizer, 


mute, 


Our offer of ovation outweights our outcry, 


Oh, Olivia. 


Marjorie Farwe.t, 719. 
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Junior Class 


President 
Fice President 


Secretary-Treasurer 


Marion Tarr 


Genevieve NIarKLe 


Louise KELLOGG 
Mary Hau 


EvizapetH Hau. 


Florence HInners 


Emiry Cuesnut 


Crass or 1920 
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Freshmen - Seniors 


We, the Juniors, consider the Seniors, our rival class, of minor 
importance as compared to the Freshmen, our sister class. 

The Freshman class, let it be known, is a compilation of hu- 
manity not to be ignored. With its marked scholastic ability, in 
research work for items of pleasure, its wild, mad, heedless rush 
of declaration and its absolute ignorance of the prescribed perils of 
pedagogics, this Fresh conglomeration has a very bright future. 
Life is controlled by a law of opposites, and if these Fresh were 
progressive, studious, conservative, capable things, we should 
have to fear lest they end up a wild, hilarious, ignorant irrespon- 
sible group rather than the eminent congestion they will’ un- 
doubtedly become according to that law of opposites. 

The Seniors, of course, mean well, and are trying hard to 
leave the school in good condition, evidently to gain the appro- 
bation of the Junior class, whose opinion they naturally esteem 
highly. We admit that: 

The class of 1919 has been the best of sports in running away 
with all athletic contests for several years past, with the exception 
of the 1918 interclass hockey. 

Composing four sixths of the 1918 basketball team, and five 
sixths of the 1919 team, it has made Girton’s wonderful basketball 
record of the last two years, during which time Girton lost only 
one game, and that by a very narrow margin. 

It has enthusiastically supported all school activities, student 
as well as social, dramatic, and athletic. 

As senior class of 1919 it has most assuredly ruled Girton 
well, and has set a standard difficult for future senior classes to 
live up to. 

All this, I say, we admit, but we ask what it is all worth com- 
pared to being the sister class of the Juniors? The Seniors may 
be a mighty fine class, but as for superiority, are not the Freshmen 
the sister class of the Juniors? “That is all we know on earth, 
and all we need to know.” Louise KeE.ioce. 


Junior - MHophomores 


(The authorities figured that since I am a Junior, | would 
naturally be absolutely impartial in writing about these two 
classes. In fact, I believe that I am unpredjudiced in the matter.) 

Two extremes meet, therefore it is proper that the two most 
widely known classes in school are seated next to each other in 
study hall. These classes are the Sophomores and Juniors; they 
are noted, the former for their colossal ignorance, the latter for their 
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ability to excel in any undertaking. I consider it perfectly appro- 
priate for a Junior to be asked to write about the Juniors, but 
why punish her by making her write about the Sophomores? 
Who would think there could be such a difference mentally and 
temperamentally between these two groups? 

The Sophomores are, as compared with other Sophomore 
classes, a fairly well behaved group of females. They manage to 
be obedient, cheerful, and aimable, with a few exceptions. How- 
ever, considering the fact that they ave Sophomores, one should 
make allowances. ‘The main deficiency they possess seems to be 
a total Jack of originality. Who ever heard of a Sophomore set- 
ting a river on fire? They would do well to pattern after their 
adjacent class, the juniors. 

We juniors, as a group, realize better than any one, our scerl- 
ing worth. We acknowledge the fact that our teachers are openly 
dumfounded at the record we have made. Our record may truly 
be said to be a unique one. No one has ever endeavored to 
wrest from our possession the leadership of the school. I firmly 
believe that no one will ever attempt to do so. However, in spite 
of all this popularity we remain as sweet and unspoiled as the 
daisies in the fields. Girls less sensible than we would nave, 
long since, had their heads turned. We merely accept this hom- 
age as our just due, secure in the knowledge that no one deserves 
it more. In conclusion let me state that I am the leader of the 
juniors; my classmates revere me and they all come to me sor 
advice. I add, in a burst of overwhelming modesty, that I know 
down in my heart that I deserve this. Marion Tarr. 


FresHMen: “Don’t know that they don’t know.” 
SopHomores: “Do know that they don’t know.” 
Juniors: “Don’t know that they do know.” 
Seniors: “Do know that they do know.” 


WE ARE SEVEN 
A simple junior— 
That lightly draws her breath 


And feels her life in every limb, 
What should she know of death? 


I met a little Girton girl, 

She was sweet sixteen, she said 

Her hair, marcelled with many a curl, 
Was done on top her head. 
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She had sophisticated ways 
And she was wildly clad, 

Her eyes were sympathetic too, 
Her beauty made me glad. 


How many juniors, little maid, 

Are there in your school? 

“How many? Seven in all,” she said, 
“We never break a rule.” 


And where dwell they? I pray you tell, 
She quivered “Seven are we, 

Four of us in Winnetka dwell, 

And three wide scattered be.” 


I ask of you little maid 

To tell where live these three, 
“Why, one in Chi and one at school, 
And one lives by the sea.”* 


But then the maid looked up at me, 
A gleam was in her eye, 

She said, “Sir! you a masher be, 
You shouldn’t flirt—oh my!!!” 


Where at she turned her head away, 
And walked on towards her school, 

I looked around and heard her say, 
“We seven break no rule!” 


.And now that I am growing old, 

And am approaching Heaven 

I seem to hear that junior say, 

“Master, we are seven.” “ 


*Lake Michigan. 





M. Tarr. 
\We Are Oeven. 
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Sophomore Class 


MarcaretT Boypen ‘ ; : : President 
Marton HoGuie Vice Pres., Sec.-Treas. 
Racuet Foster KaruHerine Morpock 
JosEpHINE Hoyt CuristinE BauMaN 
EvizasetH Jackson Marion Corris 


Dorotruy GAERTNER 


Crass oF 1921 
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Virtue 


Greatest Failing Favorite 


Characteristic Ambition 


Possession 


Favorite Expression 


Names 


Occupation 





Generosity 


Reading 


Kidding Rachel Talking about 


To go to Bryn Mawr Arguing 


Her Walk 


.*T wish ] were dead” Her size 


Christine Baumann ‘Oh Bluie” 


THE 


Common Sense 


Camp 


To get thin 


Margaret Boyden 


Jollity 
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Freckles 


“How simply ravish- Her grin 


“ Chuckle-chuckle” 


Marion Cortis 


ing” 


Rachel Foster 


“T like your nerve” 


“Oh Law” 


Dorothy Gaertner 


A Cold 


Josephine Hoyt 


Red Hair 


“Oh Gothary” 


Katherine Mordock ‘Oh rot” 


Elizabeth Jackson 


Kindness 
Mildness 


Playing ditch 


Sensitiveness 


Her round face To dance well 


Dancing 


Tobeakindergarten Jeannette 
Teacher 


Prettiness 


“Golly” 


Marion Hogle 
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SopHomoreE Macazine STAND 


C. Baumann—“Youth’s Companicn. 
M. Boyden—Popular Magazine 
M. Cortis--Saucy Stories. 
R. Foster—Literary Digest. 
D. Gaertner—Town and Country Life. 
M. Hogle—Smart Set. 
J. Hoyt—Motor Magazine. 
E. Jackson—The Designer. 
Kk. Mordock—Saini Nicholas. 
Marion Coartis, ’21. 


SopHomMorE Music Rack 
C. Baumann: “How I wish I could sleep till my Daddy comes 
home.” 
M. Boyden: “Leave it to Jane.” 
M. Cortis: “Smiles.” 
R. Foster: “Oh! How I hate to get up in the morning.” 
D. Gaertner: “How are you going to keep them down on the 
farm.” 
M. Hegle: ‘“You’re Some Pretty Doll.” 
J. Hoyt: “Going Up.” 
E. Jackson: “Ill Say She Does.” 
K. Mordock: “K—K—K-—~Katy.” 
Marion Cortis, ’21. 


Who writes the Sophomore meetings for recess? 
Who of the class is the “presidentess?” 
Her sixteenth birthday’s this July, 
x Her well-known nickname ends with “y,” 
She doesn’t cheat, and isn’t sly, 
Who is it? 


She’s the vice-president of the class. 

She’s an attractive, dark-haired lass. 

Her coat is blue, her cheeks are pink, 

You really don’t need time to think 
Who this is. 


Her hair is red, as all would say, 

And fuzzy, too, on any day, 

She’s fifteen now, but sixteen soon, 

Her birthday’s near the last of June. 
Who can it be? 
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She’s next to baby of the class, 
Her name begins with “C”, 
She is quite tall, has lightish hair, 
Takes English, History. 
And this is all that I will tell, 

So guess who it can ‘be. 


She’s tall and thin, as one can plainly see, 
Her last name ends with ‘“‘r”, begins with “G”. 
Her birthday’s not September, 
It’s August, you remember, 
The thirty-first. Now, oh, who can it be? 


She is the captain of our team. Her first name starts 
with “B.” 


Her height is tall, she’s slender, as you can plainly see. 


Her age is four times two times two, 
Her name is quite well-known to you, 
Initials B. J. H. quite true, 

Who is it? 


There is a girl in our class, she studies very well, 
She isn’t fat, she isn’t thin, as anyone can tell, 
Her birthday’s on the eighth of May, 
And she’ll be sixteen on that day, 
And that’s as much as I will say, 

Who is it? 


She’s the shortest girl of the Sophomores, 

Her last name ends with “s.” 

She sits four seats back in the study-hall, 

In the Sophomore row, no less, 

She sits with a girl with the same first name. 
Who is it? Can’t you guess? 


She’s rather fat, as everyone does say. 
Her first name starts, her last name ends, with “K.” 
She likes to swim, she likes to read, 
But hates to sow the garden seed, 
And hates still more the crops to weed. 
Who is it? 


Karserine Morovock, ’21. 
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Freshman Class 


Barpara NIcHo.is 


NELLIE James 


Grace GILMorRE 
CaroLyn Case 
IsaBeLLE CHESNUT 
Marjorie Emmericx 


Katuyrn Prest 


Presidene 


Vice President 


Marcarer Hosmer 
Mase. Go.pine 
EuizaBetH LapHam 
Vera McDermip 


Barpara Scotr 


Crass or 1922 
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Gs Freshmen 


C. Case is all time busy, 

She really makes me dizzy, 

Flying from hall to hall, 

Latin and French and that’s not all, 
She really needs a tin lizzy. 


Peggy Hosmer’s some flirt I’d say, 
To the movies she goes every day. 
And there she sees 

Many handsome hes 

Oh boy! but she’s getting gay. 


K. Prest a fusser so true, 

For love of a boy is so blue, 
She always has yarns, 

Of dancing in barns, 

Talk about him is all she can do. 


E. Lapham sure is a fruit 

When seen in a basketball suit 
For the girls from West Hall 
Exclaim one and all, 

Oh, gee, but, I think she’s so cute. 


There is a young Miss Gilmore, 
Who loves to use powder galore, 
And when you try to tease her, 
It only seems to please her, 

And to her a Freshman’s a bore, 


B. Scott studies all day, 
She never has time to play, 
But T’ll bet you a nickel, 
To a sour dill pickle, 

She’s always happy and gay. 


V. McDermid is one of the gang 

In Algebra she exclaims,” Oh hang!” 
For that subject to her 

Is only a blurr, 


And she slams down her book with a bang. 
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\{. Emmerick wants to reduce, 
Until all her clothes are too loose 
And when they’re too large, 

“You bet,” says Marge, 

“P}I find them some other use.” 


And now just look at Miss James 
To rag on the piano she aims 

And there’s one thing I know, 
That as far as you go, 

She surely can shock all the dames. 


Isabelle is a Freshman too 

Her hair is curly, her eyes are blue, 
In school she’s clever, 

A fool she’s never 

And I’m sure she’s happy as you. 


Mabel Golding’s a slippery crook, 

There’s nothing but what she will hook, 
She’ll have on your clothes, 

Where ever she goes, 

Something missing, you know where to look. 


Barb. Nicholls is one of the crew, 
She'll bite off your ear, 

If you dare to come near, 

Till all of her thoughts are through. 


—B. NicHotts, 722. 
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A TALE OF A GOLF DRIVE AND A MURDER 


The time was early in the spring. The place was the Indian 
Hill Golf Club. 

Two players had driven off, and it was now my drive. I teed 
up and addressed the ball with my usual deliberation. Just then 
I noticed an intruder. But, not being especially disturbed, I 
proceeded with my drive. I swung back for a full sweep, and at 
that psychological moment that base intruder grabbed me by the 
arm just above the elbow. A sudden pain went through my en- 
ure body. I hesitated, whether to drive the ball and then gu for 
the intruder or to get rid of the intruder and then drive the ball. 
That was flashing through my brain. It was too late for re- 
flection, and, like a streak of lightning, down came my club, and 
away flew the ball. Now for the intruder, I again hauled back this 
time for a deadly blow. I landed squarely, and relentlessly killed 
a mosquito. 

Maset Go tpine, ’22. 


ADVERTISEMENTS FROM THE FRESHMEN 


LOST—(10 Ibs.) of flesh. Large reward. Return to N. James. 

FOR SALE—A book on how to do aesthetic dancing. E. Lapham. 

LOW RENT—A powder factory. G. Gilmore. 

CURLY HAIR FOR SALE—Address Chestnut Street. Phone 
Isabelle 4451. 

HOW TO GROW THIN—Send for a catalogue. C. Case. 

LEARN HOW TO SHIMMY—Lessons cheap. K. Prest. 

WANTED—Brains, address the Freshman Class. 

Send for catalogue on how to get to “Bryn Mawr”. M. Golding. 


M. G,, 22. 
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HOW THE SCHOOL VOTED 


Most Popular—Fentress, Farwell, Kellogg, Klotz E. 

Most Attractive-Klotz, Rich, Farwell, Golding, Prest. 

Most Influential—Fentress, Farwell, Kellogg. 

Most Sentimental—Fentress, Prest, Miller. 

Most Studious—Miller, Coffin, von Hofsten. 

Most Conscientious—Miller, von Hofsten, Foster, Farwell, 
Fentress. 

Most Ambitious—Fentress, Fenn, E. Chesnut, Miller, Case. 

Most Literary—M. Hall, Miller, Farwell. 

Most Sensible—Fenn, Boyden, Fentress. 

Most Original—Crawiord, Kellogg, Farwell. 

Most Frivolous—D. Gaertner, Prest, James. 

Most Absent-minded—Miss Waters, Nicholls, Baumann. 

Most Popular Teacher—Miss Crowe, Mrs. Dunbar, Miss Lar- 
kin. 

Cutest—Golding, Kellogg, Hosmer. 

Prettiest—Scott, Hogle, H. Nichols. 

Cleverest—Farwell, Kellogg, H. Nicholls, M. Hall, E. Chesuut. 

Wittiest—Farwell, Golding, Kellogg, M. Hall. 

Funniest—Farwell, Emmerick, Hall, Hall, Cortis. 

Peppiest—Kellogg, Crawford, Farwell. 

Dreamiest—Olin, Rich, B. Nicholls. 

Best Athlete—Klotz, E., Kellogg, Klotz, D. 

Best Sport—Kellogg, Prest, E. Klotz. 

Best Student—Von Hofsten, Miller, Farwell, Scott. 

Best Natured—Kellogg, Emmerick, Coffin. 

Best Dancer—Rich, D. Klotz, Fentress, Farwell. 

Biggest Bluffer—D. Klotz, Crawford, Tarr. 

Biggest Giggler—D. Gaertner, Jackson, Cortis. 

Favorite Sport—Swimming, Basketball, Tennis, Horseback, 
Dancing. ; 

Favorite Actor—Wallace Reid, O’Brien, Dexter, Warfield, 
Fairbanks. 

Favorite Actress—Norma Talmadge, Clark, Ulric. 

Favorite College—Bryn Mawr, Yale, Vassar, Smith. 
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FABLE IN SLANG 
Arrival at Girton, any September 

“Where do I camp out?” the Poor Soup politely asked the at- 
mosphere. After some moments of deep thought (about 1-50 of 
an inch deep), and much clever manouvering, she came into her 
own, and this is how our airowene done the deed. 

Accosting a poor Unsuspectant on the parade ground, our 
Souping asked the location of the dormitory. 

“Are you mouldy?” questioned the Unsuspectant, and beat it 
for the dic. 

The Poor Soup walked on and on (on what, you say? on her 
feet, of course) and finally bumped into another demented Bird. 
Our airowene tried other tactics this time, and asked for the Phys- 
ical Education Building, thinking to find her way thence to Kno- 
Ilslea said in the catalogue to be the high monkey monk of the 
Girton buildings, and to lie at one end of a cement walk running 
northeast by southwest from said building. On hearing the for- 
eign phrase Physical Education Building, this half-wit also beat 
it for the dic. 

Life was one grand mess, thought the Poor Soup. Despair 
lends courage to the most faltering heart, and, besides, the suite 
case was growing heavy. Our airowene picked on the building 
standing isolated at one end of the parade ground and surrounded 
by a lawn and a corn field, so there would be no trees in the way, 
and there might be no hard feelings on her part if she were 
thrown out. Approaching the compilation of building material, she 
rang the bell. No response. She rang it again. Still no reaction. 

“Nobody home,” thought the Poor Soup. “But hold on! If 
this should be the dormitory, what more natural than that the 
inhabitants be asleep?” So reasoning, she opened a door, a sec- 
ond door, and finally stood flabbergasted on the thresh-hold of 
Life at Girton. Which in itself may seem strange, as she was 
standing in the middle of the floor. 

A cheery voice sounded from above: “Hey, you Poor Soup, 
are you bound for cell what?” “Cell seven, if it please your 
Exalted Ignorance, and would you do me a favor?” 

“Shoot,” condescended the Exalted Ignorance. 

“Tell me where it is.” 

“This way up, remember your parcels,” and the Poor soup 
joined the Exalted Ignorance on the second floor. 

“Cell seven, straight ahead to your right or left. Search me 
if I know which is which. But if you get in the wrong one, they’ll 
kick you out so you can try the other. See you later unless the 
bucket turns pail. Ta ta, Soupy.” And the Exalted Ignorance 
retired to her room, where from time to time she might be heard 
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murmuring words of violence over her various and diverse boxes 
and trunks. 


Our airowene took up the tangled threads of her journey and 
proceeded on her way. As was quite natural, she entered the 
wrong room first. Which in itself was hardly correct. 


“Is this room number seven?” interrogated our Soupy. 


“You Poor Soupy,” remarked the girlish figure stooped in an- 
guish over a pile of tapestry and other curtains.” Where do you 
get that stuff? Of course this can’t be cell seven when the one 
across the aisle is it. Take my advice and sneeze. Yur brain’s 
dusty.” 


“O come off,” ejaculated the Poor Soup. “How was I to know 
this wasn’t room seven?” 


“Merely because,” asserted the Stewed Prune, occupant of the 
article under discussion, “it is room eight. You go climb a tack, 
Pm busy.” 


“Walk east till your hat floats, you Stewed Prune,” was our 
airowene’s amiable rejoinder, “I’m busier than you trying to find 
a camping out place and a bunk. You’ve found yours already, 
and are merely engaging in the requirements of luxury, whereas 
I have not yet acquired the bare necessities of life or death. I 
want to thank you for your kind assistance, though. So long.” 


These two girls were evidently very congenial, and a strong 
friendship already existed between them. Having endured a 
fond farewell the Poor Soup parted on further research worx. It 
did not take her long to cross the aisle, and she eventually opened 
the door of room seven. There, sitting on a bed were the Un- 
suspectant and the other Bird, quite at home and evidently room- 
mates, judging from the paraphernalia on the dresses. Our Soupy 
said a few hasty words of greeting and withdrew. Consulting her 
memorandum for the fifth time that day, she became aware of 
the fact that she was doomed for room eight. Only her extreme 


presence of mind had prevented her from claiming room two or 
twenty-five. 


And so she rejoined the amicable Stewed Prunes, and finally 
came into her own, as we stated in the first paragraph. 


We wonder why we went around in a circle, or up and down. 
But we presume that all that goes up must come down, the only 
difference being that some start at the top and thence fall down- 
ward losing all, while we and our contempories begin at the 
bottom, rise to the heights of eloquence, and then fall to the 
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depths from whence we rose, gaining mare pnt lovin ae 
ing. ‘Those who have lost, sorrow in the lac 0 ! a beter 
their life entire, but we in our disgrace rejoive in ie Bs ed, 
though other minds will undoubtedly disagree that su 8 
exists. 

We thank you. 


A ROMANCE OF NAMES 
(With Apologies to all concerned.) 


I 
What kind of a man is a Sellig-man? 
And tell me, is he rich? 
And did you say his name as James, 
Or Jerry, which is which? 


Il 
Great Scott! you do not mean to say 
He lives down by the Fenn! 
And that he calls his home Fen-Tress,— 
A quaint idea,—what then? 


If 
You say his house has many Halls, 
And all is blithe and Mary 
With a lovely maid, Elizabeth, 
And a darling pet canary. 


IV 
There is a Miller by the stream, 
And a Shepard o’er the hill,— 
Oh my, I’ll have a Case on him, 
I pray you do be still. 


Vv 
To say that I have Foster-ed love 
Is true, I do agree, ; 
But do not say that I’m “dead gone,’ 
That sounds so Chesnut-E 

VI 
And yet I know I would go Far— 
Well, just like all! the rest, 
To sink in homage at his feet, 


Or to his heart be Prest. 
—C. O. 
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VIRGIL GETS SOME MATERIAL FOR THE AENEID 
(With Apologies to “Dere Mable.” ) 
Dere Virgil. 


Wel since as you’ve asked me to reconnoyter to you all m\ 
mishappenings, | thought I wood. 


Too commence at the beginning, (always prompt and legible 
you know, that’s me all over Virg,) me and my worse half, Creusa, 
wuz livin along in Troy peaceful as possible (considerin as the 
old man lived with us) when all suddenly, like Pa Jove’s thun- 
derbolt, the war cum along. Wel of coarse I shouldered the tin 
things and fought like — wel like Hades. The war kep hangin 
on (I dont know jus what it reely hung on—but that’s one of 
them idioatic eckspreshuns,) til we wuz all pretty near fagged 
out. Then them Greeks played us a dirty trick, Virg. Under 
false intentions they. got us to pull in a big wood hoarse. We 
thought it wuz sum kind of indemity (I don’t suspect you know 
what that means tho, Virg,) and that they wuz all tuckered out. 
Wel that night when the little stars wuz winken at the moon 
(that’s poetry, Virg,) I heard a awful racket. I put the tin things 
on right over my pajamas and run out. Hadn't that stiff-kneed 
mare been chuck fulla Greeks and hadn’t they killed off most all 
of us Trojans? Wel, I slipped Creusa the news and then we 
tuke the guvnor and the kid and set out down the back ally so’s 
we wouldn’t get caught and gagged but when Id got clear of 
town I discuvered Creusa hed ditched. I went back and yelled 
but I guest she must have kicked the bucket and so I went on 
with just the old man and the kid. 


Wel to make a short story long, we tuke to sea and soon the 
guvnor croaked. I stopped over at Carthage where a cute young 
demi-sel (that’s French, Virg,) fell for me—fell flat. Her name 
was Dido, 1 hung on (there’s that idioatic expreshun again) at 
Carthage for a time til I wuz afraid I might be gettin spoilt. 
That’s me all over, Virg, always turnin one eye inward to keep 
my mortals straight. You see she was showin me around the 
burg and given me banquettes and caper and flattery and eyes 
(o them eyes!) and she wuz even offerin to make me part ruler, 
but I didn’t like her people, mostly niggers, so I sez to myself, 
sez I, Aeny, youd better flee before she locks the gates on you. 
Wel, one morning before chicken-crowe me and my pals turned 
tale en beat it. She wuz rite soar and committed suet side, but 
I didn’t even go back to her then an try to make up, Ving. 
stuck to my coarse. Oh, I am mity pertinacious, alrite. Wel, 
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we've landed for a few games here at Crete, but as its about time 
for mess, I’ve gotta stop and wash up. ll rite you sum other 
time if you’re still in the market. 


Hoping this pome on me will be a yowling success, I am, 
Yours til one of us croaks, 
Aeneas. 
RS.V.P. (That means rite soon, Virgil, Pleze.) 
V. Minter, 719 


Fina, ExaMINATIONS 


Forgotten them? Well, if forgetting, 

Be thinking all the day, 

How the swift weeks, pass as the time comes— 
Days seem hours when nearing May; 

If the wild wish to pass or avoid them, 

To be free from their grasp again— 

If this be forgetting, you’re right, Dad, 

And I have forgotten them then. 


Louise Kettoce, 20. 
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Che Fatal Signal 


I tried not to think of the steps I was about to take, but a 
flood of hopeless, helpless anger swept over me. It was so cruel 
of them to ask this of me. What had I done to warrant it? I 
was always willing to work uncomplainingly; I had always done 
my duty, but I rebelled at this. 


I closed my eyes in shame when I realized what a coward I 
was. Every bone in my body refused to act, and I was not mis- 
tress of myself. Time and time again I tried, but could not take 
the dread plunge. I resolved not to wait an instant longer—one 
minute, and it would be irrevocably over, but I hesitated as I 
thought of the suffering to be undergone in that one short minute. 


The minutes passed, soon it would be too late. I thought of 
my father, far away, who was expecting me to “be game.” If 
he knew: I thought of my brothers over in France. They, at 
least, could understand, for they had been through it, and had 
not flinched. 





That thought determined me. “Do or die!” I whispered, 
and with a final, desperate determination, I jumped out of bed 
into the cold room, just as the fatal signal for breakfast sounded 
on the still, icy air. 

H. I. Crawroro, 719. 
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Sonnet 


Cobweb spun by a crawling sunbeam, 
Fairy fishing-net dipped in a stream 
Of melted moonlight, 


I hold you in my hand; you float in my fingers. 


As around the tree tops a little breeze lingers, 


Mesh of stars binding in the sky, 


Lights crossing and twining that tie 
The whole to-gether. 


A field of daffodils where the sunbeams flit, 


Is my lady’s hair, and you, oh hair-net, the sun- 


Moral: 


itor-in-chief. 


shine lying over it! 


AFTER-THOUGHT 


Jovial fairy, 

Beguiling and airy, 
Serene and yet wary, 
Lips red like a cherry, 
And eye a blue-berry. 
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It is always best to get on the good side of the Ed- 


H. Nicuots, 


19. 
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By Their Words Ve Shall 
Know Them 


An angel appears at Girton and announces that the end of 
the world is at hand. As he is flying away he hears these remarks. 
Do you recognize them? 


Miss Olin “Well, I’m not quite sure that I can allow it!” 


Any Senior: “Guess I’ll go down in the Senior room and gos- 
sip about it.” 


V. Miller: “But mother won’t like it!” 
L. Kellogg: “Very good.” 
F. Selligman: “Tm so dawn mad.” 


H. Nichols: “Don’t bother me. (Passionately) Most radiant, 
exquisite unmatchable beauty—.” 


D. Gaertner: “But I haven’t a new dress.” 

L. Cofin: “(Sst>paplieee—Fommie!” 

Mary Von: “There I won’t have to take the Bryn Mawr.” 
G. Gilmore: “What could be sweeter.” 

A. Fenn: “Sorry, but I have to study.” 

O. Fentress: “Thanks, but I’m too busy to take charge.” 


M. Farwell: “Happy thought! Will some one please do her 
duty and write it up for the Girtonian? 


K. Prest: “Wait till I learn this new step!” 
E. Jackson: “Tee, hee, hee, hee, hee! 
M. Tarr: “Will there be any men there?” 


Miss Waters: “Now let’s don’t talk girls! Let’s get to work!” 
, H. I, ¢. 
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Characteristic Possessions 


E. Klotz—Golf bag. 

M. Golding—Bobbed hair. 

D. Koltz—Cadillac. 

V. Miller—Bryn Mawr exams. 
H. Crawford—Two brothers. 

O. Fentress—School offices. 

M. Farwell—The Girtonian. 

L: Coffin—Tommy. 

L. Rich—Marble profile. 

N. James—Ragging ability. 

F. Selligman—Diet system 

M. Hogle—Good complexion. 

C. Case—Flowing locks. 

G. Gilmore—Specks and spit curls. 
J. Shepard—Puffs. 

E. Lapham—Misused vocabulary. 
M. Hall—Cheerful grin: 

Mary von—Zeal for studying. 

H. Nichols—Speed. 

E. Gaertner—Height. 


A. Fenn—Green ink. 


49 


THE GIRTONIAN 


Chaperones 


7 
They chap us to the movies, 
And they chap us to the show, 
They chap us even to the train. 
And every where we go. 


We can’t even go to church, 
Except with one or more, 

For fear we’ll vamp the preacher, 
When we get inside the door. 


They chap us to our breakfast, 
And every other meal, 

And if we’re late a minute, 
The chaps begin to squeal. 


Girton is a dandy school, 

And we love each foot of ground, 
But how much better it would be, 
If there were no chaps around. 


They chap us to the doctor, 
Though he’s a married man, 
And talking to a single one, 
Is a thing we never can. 


If things drop out the window, 
And we want them back again, 
A chaperone goes out with us, 
In sunshine or in rain. 


When June arrives we’ll miss the school 
And studies, too, perhaps, 

But one thing we'll be glad to miss— 
And that’s the endless chaps! 


H. I. Crawrorp, 719. 
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Honor 


Every day 
Girls are writing 


Something or other about honor 


(At least 

So they say) 

But I am inclined to doubt 
Whether or not 

They know 

Of what they are writing. 
For what should they 

In their innocence 

Know 

Concerning honor 

Which I have heard 

To be the particular virtue 
Of old and ancient 
Dukes and Barons. 

Who would not 

On account of their honor 
Draw sword 

Against a so-called 
“Inferior Dog” 

Who had insulted 

Their honor. 

Or perhaps they feared to 
Lest their honor. 
Receive 

A severer shock 

Than their honor 

Ought to receive 

For 

If their honor 

Receive too severe 

A blow 

They would no longer 
Have 

Any honor 

And what should girls 
Of modern 

Inferior times 

Know 
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Of former 
High, exalted 
Codes of honor! 
So I refuse 
In the knowledge 
Of 
My extreme ignorance 
To write 
Anything 
About Honor 
L. Kettoce, 720 


Spring F ever 


Darling, 
It is spring and I pause, a graceful sylph, 
Beside the 
Foaming brook, thinking of you, Algernon Percy, and of the 
liquid hours. 
Of moonshine we spent together 
My love 
Rages, 
And my heart pounds against my ribs. 
When, Oh when, will you fold me in your 
Soldier’s 
Arms? 
I peek, I pine, I pale. Come back, 
My idol, Come back. 
My Soul, 
’Ere I’m cold! 


V. Mitter, 719. 
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Ode To A Worm 


Thou slippery worm 

Who squirmest on the road, 

I scarce can take a step for fear, 

That I might squash thy tender form, 
And slip, and do unto myself some harm. 
Thy undulations, far surpass 

My skill to write of thee 

Delightful being! 


And yet fair one, 

When I thy grace behold, 

My lunch feels very insecure, 

For I remember now that destiny 

Hath doomed that I at last shall dwell with thee. 
Have pity now, good worm, I beg, 

And squirm out of my path, 


And let me be. 
; O. Fentress, *19. 
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The Magasine Stand 


“Vogue,”—Lyd. 

“The Smart Set,”—Seniors. 
“Cosmopolitan,”—G. S. 

“Town and Country,”—Girton’s advantages. 
“Current Opinion,”—Ruled by the Seniors. 
“The Wastebasket,”—Girtonian. 

“The Rider and Driver,”—Wiser. 

“The Outlook,”—Proctor’s desk. 


“World’s Work,”—Waiting for us on June thirteenth. 


“Punch,”—At the Prom. 

“The Literary Digest,’—Virginia Miller. 

“The Churchman,”—Hic in morning exercises. 
“American Boy,”’—Restricted to proms at G. S. 
“Country Life.’”—North of Leicester. 

“Ladies World,”—Girton. 

“Good Housekeeping,”—Mme. Cooke. 

“The Golfers Magazine,”—E. Klotz. 

“Youth’s Companion,”—Chaperons. 

“Physical Culture,’—Miss Grantham 

“The Review of Reviews,” in the Senior Room. 
“Everybody’s,”—My pencils. 
“Metropolitan,”—Elm Street. 

“Pictorial Review,”—Miss Olin’s room. 


“Vanity Fair,”—Dorothy Gaertner. 
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Getting Adds From Dads 


I wonder what our father’s think 
When we beg them for ads. 
Does all hope from their soft hearts sink, 


Our poor and careworn dads? 


Have they the slightest little hope 
That one small ad will bring 
A booming business? Never! Nope! 


Their hearts no longer sing. 


One simple ad in our yearbook 
Doth all this strife arouse, 

Now father wears a haggard look 
And o’er his bills doth brouse 


For one mean little ad of ours, 
Mama has pawned her rings, 
And on pa’s grave we lay our flowers 


A wee ad caused these things. 


Marjorie Farwe ut, 719. 
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The New Girl’s Party 


On Friday evening, October the twenty-fifth the Old girls gave 
the long-postponed annual party for the new girls. This party 
had been planned for soon after the opening of school, but had 
to be put off on account of the enforced vacation during the “flu” 
epidemic. 

A week or so before the party each Old Girl was assigned 
a New Girl. The Old Girl had to see that the new Girl was pro- 
vided with a stunt, take her to the party, and see that she had 
a good time after she got there. 

After all had assembled in the gymnasium, each New Girl was 
required to do some kind of a stunt. Several girls gave funny 
poems or dialogues. Others played ukeleles or sang songs. Miss 
Marion Tarr played the drum, and Miss Joan Clement gave us 
a very spirited and graceful solo dance in ballet costume. Among 
the cleverest poems was a very recent production entitled 
“Mary Had a Little Lamb,” rendered most artistically by Miss 
Virginia Jackson in several dialects. Miss Marjorie Emmerick 
convulsed the audience by an extremely simple, but amusing little 
verse, and Miss Barbara Nicholls and Miss Margaret Hosmer 
gave a very snappy little dialogue. 

After the stunts the girls danced until towards the end of 
the evening when refreshments consisting of ice-cream cones and 
stick candy were served. More dancing followed, and the party 
broke up about ten-thirty. 

The music was furnished by a professional pianist, assisted at 
intervals by Miss Marion Tarr. The party was under the man- 
agement of Miss Marjorie Farwell, and she is to be congratu- 
lated upon its success. 


The Hallowe'en Party 


According to tradition Mr. Cooke did not fail to give us the 
much-hoped-for Hallowe’en party in October. With the good music 
and gay costumes the gym fairly danced with excitement. One 
might have seen spinning past the lobby door, a dark haired 
beauty from tropical Honolulu, or a maid from the distant sands 
of Arabia, or even one of those irresistable gaily clad beings with 
dancing eyes, just blown over here from sunny Spain or Italy, 
and among the foreign damsels Uncle Sam’s soldiers and sailors 
were not missing. As customary the cider and big red apples 
speedily disappeared; also there was great excitement caused by 


THE GIRTONIAN 59 


naughty boys peeking thru the side doors at a strictly feminine 
party. 
With the usual merry confusion, the girls dispersed, with 
one of the happiest times of the school year now as an everlast- 
ing memory instead of just an anticipation. 
O. Fentress, 719. 


The Boarder’s Tea 


On Friday afternoon, January tenth, the boarders entertained 
the faculty and seniors at tea. The guests amused themselves 
with dancing, but the chief event of the afternoon was Miss Olin’s 
lesson in learning the “Shimmy,” She took to it nicely and has 
been seen at various times since then doing little odd steps in out-of- 
the-way-corners. During the course of the afternoon, refreshments 
were served, consisting of sandwiches, cocoa, cakes and candy. A 
larger quantity of supplies had been bought than could be con- 
sumed by those present so the remainder was used at an after- 
theater spread given by the boarders (for themselves) in Alma 
Fenn’s and Louise Kellogg’s room. A series of these teas were 
considered by the boarders to be given for the other classes, but 
the expense proved too much for them. 

Lypia Ricu, 719, 


The Sleigh Ride 


Who is capable of existing without some enjoyment intermingled 
with the necessary amount of irksome drudgery as prescribed by 
the scholastic curriculum and the tedious routine accompanying 
the process of accumulating knowledge? An overdose of scien- 
tific, historical, and literary data, which necessitate deepest concen- 
tration and application of the intellect, is apt to react unfavorably 
on the sapient student and result in justly reprehensible daedal 
tergiversation or perchance actuate him to flagitious infraction of 
school jurisdiction, thus inducing in the irascible instructor ig- 
nominious and impelling him to reduce the offender to order 
and evidence by reproof and admonition. Such a cause, perad- 
venture, terminates in necrencephalus. 

Owing to our full comprehension of these actualities, embraced 
in adequate, yet rude, phraseology in the quotation, “all work and 
no play makes Jack a dull boy,” we, the renowned class of 1919, 
as an entirety, enthusiastically approved the invitation accorded 
us by our sister class of 1921, two rungs below us in the ladder 
of learning, to skim the new fallen snow in ye olden sleigh. 


a 
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One Friday evening, we ensconced ourselves in the product 
of the threshing machine and periginated throughout the vicinity, 
indulging in clever paronomastic jokes. Many were the repercus- 
sions of the exhilarating air, with synchronous vibrations of song 
and sound. 

This culminated at the home of Marion Hogle where we raven- 
ously partook of an epicurian repast with the gormandisin of an 
ichthysaurus, and indulged in Terpsichorean evolutions until the 
midnight hour when Morpheus summoned us to the panacea of 
somnolency and finally oblivion. 

H. Crawrorp, 719. 

P.S. Dear Editor—Perhaps I’d better explain that my Eng- 
lish teacher advised me to enlarge my vocabulary. 


Junior Promenade Great Success 


The long looked-for night was at hand. The night was perfect 
with the calm and peaceful moon and its companions, the spark- 
ling diamonds of the blue canopy of heaven, which shone down 
on the taxis and automobiles as they drew up by the entrance at 
West Hall. After depositing a number of giggling damsels with 
their gallant escorts they would drive silently away into the still 
dusky night. 

A lovely sight met the eye of each arrival as he stepped inside 
of the gym doors. The lobby had acquired a rug, several com- 
fortable chairs,and vast numbers of palms and ferns which so filled 
in the corners that the room had lost all its usual barren and 
empty appearance. Advancing further into the lobby but still 
not facing the receiving line, one could peep at the gymnasium 
proper thru the second set of doors. The hall was attractively 
decked with huge Japanese parasols, suspended from the ceiling, 
and two diagonal strings of Japanese lanterns hung from opposite 
corners of the room. The effect was wonderful, but probably was 
brought about at the risk of some poor Junior’s life in scaling the 
heights of the ceiling. The next thing which caught the eye of 
the observer was the stage. Is also had its share of palms and 
ferns, making it a veritable bower from which the sweet strains 
of music soon would float. 

The orchestra was late, but perhaps it was well that they 
should have been because each dance program, although made out 
months before, had to be copied at the last moment. Finally it 
was time to pass by the receiving line and prepare for the giand 
march. Miss Louise Kellogg, the President of the Junior class, 
and her escort, Mr. Winthrop Coolidge, honored the occasion by 
leading the grand march. Soon after, the dancing was in full 
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swing and the soft pastel shades of the girls’ filmy frocks in con- 
trast with the boys’ evening suits made an effective and pleasing 
sight as the dancers whirled about the floor. 

Refreshments consisting of punch and cakes were served in the 
lobby where Arthur, attired in tuxedo and white gloves officiated 
with due ceremony. Here from time to time the young peuple 
came to partake of the cooling drink, while resting from the last 
1ox- trot or one-step. 

It was during one of these intermissions at about eleven o’clock 
that the whole party sustained a severe shock, when the leader of 
the orchestra announced in a stentorian voice that the next dance 
would be the last. Oh then what weeping and wailing and gnash- 
ing of teeth there was! Soon, however, Miss Kellogg availed her- 
self of her persuasive powers with the result that the orchestra 
consented to play on. Once more we felt life to be worth living, 
and danced on till the witching hour of midnight. 

This time the prom was truly at an end, and no amount of 
begging or coaxing would secure for us just one more dance. We 
all left with a feeling of supreme joy given by the evening’s en- 
tertainment, but with a desire that this might be but the begin- 
ning of a series of such delightful events. All this with many 
thanks to the untiring efforts and ingenuity of the Juniors and 
their popular young president. 

Atma Fenn. 


With apologies to the Prophetstown Echo. 
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The Influenza epidemic hindered the affairs of our school life 
to a great extent, but dramatics were more directly affected by it 
than our other branches of work. Miss Bernice Ladd was to have 
been our new teacher, but she contracted the “Flu” shortly after 
the opening of the school and was required, because of her weak- 
ened condition, to give up her work this year. 


Miss Larkin, our dramatic teacher during former years, tried 
to find some one to take Miss Ladd’s place, but was unable to 
do so. As time went on we realized the necessity of getting some 
one to coach our Senior play. Finally it was proposed that Miss 
Katherine Strotz, a former Girton pupil marked dramatic abil- 
ity, who is now studying under Miss Larkin, coach us for our 
commencement play under Miss Larkin’s supervision. This plan 
has worked out very successfully, and we wish to extend our 


* thanks to both Miss Larkin and Miss Strotz for their timely aid 


and their untiring efforts towards making our Shakespeare play 
a success. 


The play which is to be given this year is “Twelfth Night;” it 
will be presented on the evening of June 9, in the school gymna- 
sium. The caste is as follows: 


Duke Orsino : ‘ . Dorotuy KuoTz 
Valentine . . . ; EmiLty CHESNUT 
Curio : : : ? ‘ Mase.t Go.pinc 
Sir Toby Belch . : , : Atma FENN 
Sir Andrew Agnecheex . . Barsara NicHo.ys 
Sebastian : : . : é Lypia Ric 
Malvolio : : - Harriett CRawForD 
Clown . , : ‘ 5 Katruryn Prest 
Fabian : : ‘ ‘ Marion CortIis 
Sea Captain... . Marcaret BoypEN 
Viola : : F ; Harriet NicHoLs 
Olivia. : “ ‘ . Maryorte FarweEtu 
Maria. ; ‘ , . Marion Hoc ie 
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Athletics 


Hockey AND SOCKER 
The athletic season opened with hockey. We all played with 
great enthusiasm, hoping to have our class games and maybe an 
outside one, but on account.of the influenza we were unable to do 
as we planned. Socker, played for the first time this year, was 
a great success. However we were obliged to give up our plans 
for class games in this also. 


BasKETBALL 

Basketball did not begin in earnest until after Christmas va- 
cation. The team practiced as often as possible under Miss 
Granthom’s supervision. Our first game was at Faulkner on 
February 15. It was a hard fought match for we were ahead in 
the first three quarters, but were finally beaten in the last one. 
The score was 20—16. After the game we were entertained at a 
delightful luncheon. 

Line-up for Girton: 
Forwards—*Louise Kellogg, Elizabeth Klotz. 
Centers—Dorothy Klotz, Marjorie Farwell. 
Guards—Alma Fenn, Olivia Fentress. 

Our next game was on February 22, in our gym with U. nigh. 
‘The game ended in our favor, 

We entertained their team, sub-team and coaches at luncheon 
and danced afterwards to the tune of the much misused stage 
piano. We are all hoping to have another game with them in the 
near future. 

Various attempts had been made to fix up a game with Kem- 
per Hall but we were not able to match dates. 

Our class games were played off during the middle of March. 
Because of the small number in the Junior class they decided to 
cooperate with the Freshmen in the struggle for the cup. The 
first game was between the Sophomores and the Junior Freshmen. 
The latter arrived off the victory 15—5. 


Junior—FRESHMEN 

Line-up. 

Forwards—*L. Kellogg, B. Nichols. 

Centers—M. Golding, M. Hall. 

Guards—E, Hall, E. Lapham. 

SOPHOMORES 

Line-up: 

Forwards—E. Jackson, K. Mordock. 

Centers—*J. Hoyt, M. Cortis. 
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Guards—M. Boyden, C. Baumann. 

The finals were then played off between the Seniors and Junior- 
Freshmen. The Seniors won to the time of 27—2., 
Line-up: 


SENIORS 


Forwards—*E. Klotz, J. Shepherd. 
Centers—D. Klotz, M.Farwell. 
Guards—A. Fenn, O. Fentress. 


JUNIOR—FRESHMEN 


Forwards—*L. Kellogg, B. Nichols. 
Centers—M. Golding, M. Hall. 
Guards—E. Hall, E. Lapham. 


The cup was presented at field day to the Captain of the Senior 
team. There were the usual athletic events on that day with a 
baseball game as the crowning point. 

* Captain of team. 


Tue ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION 


President . P ‘ ; ; Ouivia FENTREsS 
Vice President EvizaBetH Kuorz 
Secretary i P : : . Karuertne Apams 
Treasurer . 4 : = Marjorie FarRWEL. 


Plans were made to give a vaudeville, the classes to compete 
against one another for the best stunt, and the expense to be offset 
by the Athletic Association, but on account of the Bryn Maw: 
exams looming in the distance and various other activities, it was 
decided to substitute dances to be given every other Saturday 
night in place of the vaudeville. 
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Scraps For tHe Waste-BaskEtT 


‘ M. Cortis’ “Chuckle, chuckle.” 
G. Gilmore’s “Walk.” 
Freshman’s “School spirit.” 
Keekee’s “Kiss me.” 
K. Prest’s “Shimmy.” : 
H. Nicholls’ “Most radiant, exquisite and unmatchable 
beauty.” 
Hic’s “Announcements.” 
B. Nichols’ “Thoughts. 
Jerry’s“Ability to decorate the wall.” 
Piano at West Hall. 
The Senior’s “baseball”. 
Gibber “Gab of a swimming -pool.” 


Anyone in Caesar: “All ricaul is divided into three parts.” 


Every one in Cicero: “How much longer will you abuse our 
patience, Catiline?” 

E Jackson in French II: “Oh yes! Now I know.” 

Operator: “The line is busy.” 

Hic: “What line?” 

M. Hall, (with an intelligent expression): “Oh! did we have 
that problem for today?” 
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Hic, writing a theme: “Is it correct to say “And no refresh- 
ments were served at the tea!” 


L. Kellogg, in Chemistry: “What is salt?” 


Miss Waters: “Girls, you are not to hold any conversations 
out here in the coat-room.” 
E. Jackson: “But Miss Waters, we’re not conversationing.” 


Mme. Dunbar: “What is the imperfect subjunctive of 
“boire?” 
Shep: “Booze.” 


ee 
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Hic: “Miss Olin, may I use you in a theme?” 
Miss Olin: “Why, in what way, Harriette?” 
Hic: “As the joke.” 


Character, a Senior; Place, Senior-room; Time, a study period; 
Queue, Let’s have a truth party. 


Peg, in Ancient History: “And Archimedes discovered how 
to wind up a three masted ship on a pulley. 


Miss Olin: “Isabelle, what happened in 1640 that changed 
the reign of Charles I?” 
Isabelle: ‘He got married.” 


Hic, 5:45 in Leicester: “Alma, Grace, Frieda, Midge, Lyd, 
Wiser, come here and wash for dinner!” 


Irs not THE-Cost, But THE UPKEEP 


“Winning personality for women.” 
A pair of dice. 
; Chad’s Liver. 
Class treasuries. 
Hic’s “line.” 
Tommy’s Lois. 
Juniors plurality. 
Frieda’s Appetite. 
Lyd’s victrola. 


Girton Hospitrat AssociaTION 


H. Nichols—Infected by love’s microbe. 

M. Farwell—Broken back from heavy responsibilities. 

M. Hosmer—Two brains exhausted from trying to write a 
theme for the Girtonian. 

Dot Klotz—Nervous break down from overstudy. 

Barb. Nichols—Sleeping fever. 

K. Strotz—Nerves, a critical condition from trying to make 
us come to Dramatics. 

M. Emmerick—Worn out from walking. 

K. Prest—Slowly dying from trying to get Algebra. 

O. Fentress—The cares of the Senior class were too much for 
her, poor girl! 

M. Cortis—-It was announced in morning exercises that poor 
Marion would not be in school for a week, on account of the loss 
of her freckles. 

V. Miller—She is slowly recovering from car shock. Susie 
was known to go over ten miles per hour, on Monday, April the 
39th, 1010. 

M. Gotprne, 722. 
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The Cake Box 


Cup cakes—The Klotzes. 

Marble Cake—Lyd. 

Butterless, sugarless, eggless cake—Alma. 
Pound cake—Frieda. 

Johnny cake—Mary von. 

Jelly Roll—M. Emmerick. 

Angel’s Food—Caroline Case. 

Spice cake—H. Nichols. 

Sunshine cake—Wiser. 

Date cake—K. Prest. 

Devils food—Liver. 

George Washington cake—Miss Crowe. 
Wedding cake—Lois Coffin. 

Ginger bread—Jerry. 

Chocolate Cake—Arthur. 

Strawberry Shortcake—Marion Cortis. 
Feather cake—D, Gaertner. 

Sponge cake—Rachel Foster. 

Orange cake—The dieters. 

Nut cake.— 


H. 1. €,719: 
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Advertisements 


That the Commerce of the People, 
For the People, by the People 
Shall not Perish From the Earth 






Bank Building Telephone 912 


Philip J. Hoza 


LADIES’ TAILOR 


543 Lincoln Avenue, 






Winnetka, Illinois 





If you desire good hosiery buy 
“PHOENIX” 
at 
ZICKS 





SWEET SHOP 
CONFECTIONERY and ICE CREAM 
G. MAKRIS, Proprietor 


Telephone 549 Lincoln Avenue 
Winnetka 1094 Winnetka, Illinois 


STUDENTS 
We wish to thank you for your patronage of the 
past year and we hope to see you in our store many 
times next year. We will try to treat you right. 
ADAMS PHARMACY 
A. L. ADAMS, Ph.G., Manager 


This Annual is a 
product of the 
Year Book De- 
partment of the 
Rogers Printing 
Company 
Dixon, Illinois 





W. H. Nicholls Joseph D. Toloff 
& Co. 


PHOTOGRAPHER 


CANNED FOODS 


DRIED FRUIT BROKERS Studio 
1623 Orrington Avenue 


Telephone Evanston 2178 


326 West Madison St. 
Chicago, Mil. 


Evanston, Ill. 








UNTIRING EFFORT 


Secured for us the Satisfaction of knowing 
That WE were able to INSURE OUR 
PATRONS under the most trying Circum- 
stances. 


FUEL 


DEPENDABLE SERVICE UNEXCELLED QUALITY 


Winnetka Coal-Lumber Co. 


Tel. 743-735 Earl L. Weinstock, Mgr. 








When you buy pillows demand Emmerich Guaranteed 
illows. 


i, ((((1, HH (( (, 


EMMERICH Y 


All New Feathers 


Made of all new feathers and featherite tickings and 
guaranteed to give satisfaction. 


Chas. Emmerich & Co. 


Any Dealer will supply you. 
Chicago 








Mrs. Snyder’s 


Home-made Candies 


20 South Dearborn St. 
6 South Michigan Ave. 
212 South Michigan Ave. 
141 West Jackson Blvd. 
30 West Washington St. 






Richardson’s 


LIVERY and AUTO 
SERVICE 
SADDLE HORSES 
and 
STORAGE 


Tel. 25 Winnetka 








A Modern Method 
of Merchandising. 


Two year’strial of this method 
has proven a success. 

All goods in our store marked 
in plain figures. 

Five cents per each delivery. 

Four deliveries daily, at 9:30 
-11:330 A.M. and 2:30-4:45 P.M. 

One cent on the dollar or 
fraction thereof where credit is 
extended. 

Increased sales and small over- 
head expenses enable us to offer 
our goods at a marked reduction. 

We never forget quality—Our 
motto is: The best obtainable at 
the very lowest price. 

The Progressive Grocery 
801 Meyers Bank Bldg 
Winnetka, III. 

A. LIPS, Prop. 
Tel. 888-889 








The Grove Farm 


DEERFIELD, ILL. 


L. D. KELLOGG, Owner 


« GUERNSEY CATTLE DUROC JERSEY SWINE 


Young Stock for Sale 


The Comfort Shop 


y 
Hair Dressing, James B. Berry’s 


Marcel Waving, Sons Company 
Shampooing, 

Manicuring, 

Facial Massage and 

Scalp Treatment, 


Children's: Hair Bobbing 910 South Michigan Ave. 


Chicago 
Special Attention given to 
Residence Work 
Miss Jennie Anderson,Prop. Petroleum Oils by the car- 


load or trainload 
Meyers Bank Building 
Phone Winnetka 933 





Winnetka Trust & 
Savings Bank 


A STATE BANK 


Savings and Checking 
Accounts Solicited. Money 
to Loan on First Mortgages. 


Safety Deposit Boxes for 
Rent 
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(;oblin Soap 


WORKS WONDERS 


After Work 


Take out the stains 
and dirt with 


Goblin Soap 


No hard rubbing—off comes all 
the stains, dirt and grime with 
Goblin Soap. It lathers freely in 
hard or cold water and will not 
harm the most delicate skin. 






